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" There are girls in the gold-reef city,
There are mothers and children, too !
And they cry, ' Hurry up !  for pity !'
So what can a brave man do ?
If even we win, they'll blame us ;
If we fail, they will howl and hiss.
But there's many a man lives famous
For daring a wrong like this !

" So we forded and galloped forward,
As hard as our beasts could pelt,
First eastward, then trending northward,
Right over the rolling veldt ;
Till we came on the Burghers lying
In a hollow with hills behind,
And their bullets came hissing, fl}ring,
Like hail on an Arctic wind !

" I suppose we were wrong, were madmen:
Still I think at the Judgment Day,
When God sifts the good from the bad men.
There'll be something more to say.
We were wrong, but we aren't half sorry,
And, as one of the baffled band,
I would rather have had that foray
Than the crushings of all the Rand."

ALFRED AUSTIN.

A few days after this my husband and I were dining
with Lord and Lady Reay. I was introduced to the
great South African millionaire, RobinsoriJ of Robinson's
Gold Mines, who had taken Dudley House for the London
season. He was tall and deaf, and, as he offered me his
arm to take rne in to dinner, he paused on the stair,
looked at me and said in a voice of thunder:

" What is your name ? "

To which I replied almost as loud :  " Asquith ! "

Still standing in the middle of the staircase and
blocking the way to the dining-room, he said :

" Any relation to the famous Asquith ? "

At which I shouted : "Wife!"

He appeared so surprised that I wondered what he